"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

CHARLES. You and I
are mortal men. Pastor.
It is not possible for us
to differ very greatly.
You have to wear leather
breeches lest you be mis-
taken for me.

Barbara storms in with a
sheet of drawing paper in
her hand.

BARBARA [thrusting the
-paper under Charles's nose]
Do you see this?

CHARLES [scrutinizing
it admiringly] Splendid!
Has Mr Kneller done
this? Nobody can catch a likeness as he can.

BARBARA. Likeness! You have bribed him to insult
me. It makes me look a hundred.

CHARLES. Nonsense, dear. It is you to the life. What
do you say, Jamie? [He hands the drawing to James].

JAMES. It's you, duchess. He has got you, wrinkle
for wrinkle.

BARBARA. You say this to my face! You, who have
seen my portrait by Lilly!

NELL. You were younger then, darling.

BARBARA. Who asked you for your opinion, you
jealous cat?

CHARLES. Sit down; and dont be silly, Barbara. A
woman's face does not begin to be interesting until she
is our age.

BARBARA. Our age! You old wreck, do you dare
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